















































Reviews: October 1987 


© 10/3/87 Q 
Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, CA 


Set 1: Hey Pocky Way, New Minglewood Blues, Can- 
dyman, When I Paint My Masterpiece, West L.A. Fade- 
away, My Brother Esau, Bird Song, The Music Never 


Stopped 

Set 2: Maggie’s Farm > Cumberland Blues > Looks like 
Rain > Terrapin Station > Drums > Space > The Other 
One > Stella Blue > Throwing Stones > Turn On Your 
Lovelight 

Encore: The Mighty Quinn (Quinn, the Eskimo) 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 2:30 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A-, Length: 2:30 

3. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 99), Quality: A, Length: 
0:10 (“Stella Blue”) 

4. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 101), Quality: A, Length: 
0:10 (“Bird Song”) 

5. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 332), Quality: A, Length: 
0:25 (“Looks like Rain” > “Terrapin Station”) 

6. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 469), Quality: A, Length: 
0:15 (“Maggie’s Farm” > “Cumberland Blues”) 

Highlights: Hey Pocky Way, Candyman, West L.A. 
Fadeaway, Stella Blue 


This is the second show the Dead performed at the not-so- 
cozy Shoreline Amphitheatre in Mountain View, where Bill 
Graham ordained a landfill as the perfect site to build a new 
“home” for the band. The acoustics were good, but it was 
still very large and not especially intimate, unless one was 
seated close to the stage in the first section of reserved seats. 
That said, the Dead played a handful of outstanding shows 
there, particularly in 1989 and 1991. This show is not one 
of them. 

Highlights are few and far between and occur mostly in 
the first set. “Hey Pocky Way” opens up with a loose and 
funky groove that gets the crowd moving. Brent and the 
drummers are deep in the pocket, but the energy doesn’t 
last. “Minglewood” is played lightning fast to the point of 
parody. But Jerry shines bright early in this show with pow- 
erful, emotional, and convincing versions of both “Candy- 
man” and “West L.A. Fadeaway.” His vocals on both songs 
have a soulful and personal edge, combining with his force- 
ful leads to create two moving performances. But the rest of 
the set is sadly lacking in energy and commitment. This was 
the final “Brother Esau,” and although the band had 
improved their treatments of this bizarre song over the 
years, it is easy to see why Bobby would retire it after this 
clumsy attempt. Even “Bird Song” and “Music” are forget- 
table, lethargic, and uninspired. How different my impres- 
sions of “Bird Song” are from Fred Heutte’s review in 





Bets iS > SS 
DeadBase! With all due respect to Fred, I think he is biased 
because he was there. I was not in attendance, but I am of 
the belief that tapes do not lie. 

Again I feel I may be going against the stream here, but 
I find the “Maggie’s Farm” > “Cumberland Blues” to be 
lackluster. It is an interesting novelty that they played these 
two songs together, and since both are in the same key it is 
a wonder they did not segue them together more often. But 
this performance is dull and flat, lifeless and motionless. 
The band gets stuck at one dynamic level and goes nowhere. 
“Looks like Rain” shows little improvement. Bobby is sim- 
ply going through the motions, even during his closing 
pleas. It sounds contrived, not deeply felt. Fortunately, 
“Terrapin” shows signs of life toward the end, but it comes 
so late in the song that “Terrapin” cannot realistically be 
considered a highlight of the show. Nevertheless, the closing 
jam reaches a place where Jerry and the rest of the band are 
able to find something compelling to say. We can only hope 
that Jerry will be able to take advantage of this newfound 
energy after “Space,” which he does. 

“Drums” and “Space” are unremarkable, as is “The 
Other One.” It is clear by now that Bobby is simply unable 
to get anything going at this show—all he can do is tread 
water. But Jerry turns everything around and delivers his 
strongest performance of the night with “Stella Blue.” This 
song has always provided a vehicle for some of Jerry’s most 
emotional and uncompromising moments, and this version 
is no exception. His vocal is heartfelt and mournful; his 
leads cry up from the gutter to the cosmos. I was actually 
reduced to tears when I realized how dramatic a turnaround 
this was for such a weak show, because it speaks volumes of 
Garcia’s humanity, determination, and fighting spirit. It’s 
why I miss him, why he’s my man. 

Unfortunately, it’s back to our regularly scheduled pro- 
gram as Bobby coasts his way through “Throwing Stones” 
and “Lovelight.” “Mighty Quinn” is simply irrelevant. 
Regrettably, nights like this remind me that outstanding 
shows from the mid- to late eighties are so very rare. There 
are precious gems from this period, like 7/8/87, sadly sur- 
rounded by too many shows where the Dead plow through 
their material either at breakneck speed or with a complete 
absence of conviction. Of course, this is what makes such a 
brilliant performance as 7/8/87 so special. 

PETER LAVEZZOLI 












Q 10/4/87 Q 
Shoreline Amphitheatre, Mountain View, CA 


Set 1: Jack Straw, When Push Comes to Shove, Walkin’ 
Blues, High Time, Desolation Row, Iko Iko 

Set 2: Hell in a Bucket, Devil with a Blue Dress On > 
Good Golly Miss Molly > Devil with a Blue Dress 
Reprise > Estimated Prophet > Eyes of the World > 
Drums > Space > I Need a Miracle > Dear Mr. Fantasy > 
Wharf Rat > Not Fade Away 

Encore: Touch of Grey, Brokedown Palace 


1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 3:00 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A-, Length: 3:00 

Highlights: Jack Straw, High Time, Desolation Row, Iko 
Iko, Devil with a Blue Dress On > Good Golly Miss Molly 
> Devil with a Blue Dress On, Dear Mr. Fantasy, Wharf Rat, 
Brokedown Palace 


All three of the shows from this run circulate as nice sound- 
boards, and each night has something interesting to offer. 
The band retired a few songs from the play list on these 
nights as well, including, unfortunately, the high-energy Lit- 
tle Richard medley by Brent. 

The first set on this night is the weakest of the three nights 
and is also one of the shortest of the year, A bold “Jack 
Straw” kicks things off in fine fashion, but the next couple of 
songs sound like the band is on autopilot musically. They 
sound either tired or uninspired, or both. A pretty “High 
Time” is well played and Bobby makes “Desolation Row” 
his own, much more declarative in tone than the storyteller 
tole of Dylan’s version. The highlight of the set is the closing 
“Iko Iko,” which has playful vocal sparring between Jerry, 
Bobby, and Brent, along with an infectious beat. 

After a rocking “Hell in a Bucket,” Brent leads the band 
through the final “Devil with a Blue Dress” > “Good Golly” 
> “Devil with a Blue Dress” medley. I love all periods of the 
Grateful Dead, though obviously some more than others. 
When friends who only listen to pre-’75 ask me why I like 
Brent Mydland, I point to many moments like this one. His 
playing is very colorful and soulful, he sings with great pas- 
Sion in a voice that is at the same time sweet and gravelly, 
and he raises the energy level of the entire band. I often 
think he was the unsung hero of the band. Brent rips his 
py through the medley with the rest of band grooving 
tight there with him, and the intensity pushes Bobby to raise 
the stakes toward the maniacal level on “Estimated 
Prophet.” The whole band has the “Estimated” bounce 
going when Jerry rips off into “Eyes of the World.” It is a lit- 
tle marred vocally, but is well played nevertheless. Brent 
again raises the energy, post-“Space,” with a rousing “Dear 
Mr. Fantasy” that has nice Jerry leads and Phil right there 





with him as counterpoint. A soulful “Wharf Rat” with the 
organ stomp and drum support gives way to a more than 
rote version of “Not Fade Away,” with a nice jam in the 
middle of it. The double encore is also a treat, though 
“Touch of Grey” is sloppy and nowhere near as poignant as 
the concluding “Brokedown Palace.” 

ANDY LEMIEUX 


© 1/6/87 Q 
Henry J. Kaiser Convention Center, 
Oakland, CA 


Set 1: Big Boss Man, Feel like a Stranger, It Must Have 
Been the Roses, New Minglewood Blues, When Push 


Comes to Shove, Me and My Uncle > Cumberland 
Blues, Let It Grow 


Set 2: Scarlet Begonias > Hell in a Bucket, He’s Gone > 
Drums > Space > The Wheel > Gimme Some Lovin’ > 
Morning Dew > All Along the Watchtower 


Encore: Black Muddy River 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 3:00 
2. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 3:00 
Highlights: Feel like a Stranger, Cumberland Blues 


This is an excellent tape from an excellent board mix—once 
they get it set right. Through “Stranger,” it’s a bit low in the 
bass frequencies, making the song emphasis focus on 
Bobby’s guitar, which is high in the mix. It really turns the 
song into an angular and unstructured feast. After the mix 
is dialed in, it’s perfect. 

Pretty much all the songs in the first set are played very 
well. The band is ready to go right from the start. A spirited 
“Minglewood” showcases three full solos by Brent, Bob, 
and Jerry, respectively, with Bob playing the slide. The only 
low point is the slow and sloppy version of “Push Comes to 
Shove.” Jerry releases a flurry of fans during the first run 
through the jam in “Let It Grow,” then settles into more 
focused exploration of the theme. It’s a short set, ending just 
over an hour, but it’s pretty good. 

Things aren’t so hot when the second set starts. It almost 
sounds like a different show. The energy that was apparent in 
the first set has died down to a mere trickle. The playing dur- 
ing “Scarlet” sounds lethargic and forced. The jam that fol- 
lows is not as dull by comparison, simply by the fact that it 
presents an opportunity to explore the more spacey aspects of 
the jam. Then, wham! Out bursts “Hell in a Bucket,” cer- 
tainly a welcome perk to the proceedings. Bob gets silly with 
the vocals at the end. When they enter “He’s Gone,” I just get 
the feeling that the music is a bit forced. From here on out the 
show just floats along without any good punch. 

KEVIN WEIL 





